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whether it will be convenient for me to call on him
before he starts on his rounds."
Merefield went to the telephone, and returned with the
message that it would be quite convenient. Being Sun-
day, Doctor Oldland would not be going out until
eleven o'clock. A taxi was thereupon summoned and a
few minutes later Dr. Priestley set out.
Oldland was surprised to see him at such short notice.
" You don't often honour me with a visit, Priestley,"
he said. " Nothing the matter, I hope? You haven't
come to consult me professionally?"
"No, my system functions as well as can be expected
at my age," Dr. Priestley replied. " I have not come
in search of medical advice. I merely came to ask if
you had called on Miss Venner since her brother
disappeared."
"Called on Miss Venner!" Oldland exclaimed. It
was incredible that Dr. Priestley should have come half-
way across London to ask him such a ridiculous question.
Not for the first time, he found himself wondering what
was in his friend's mind. But he answered his question
simply enough. " No, I haven't. Why should I? She
hasn't sent for me." ,
Dr. Priestley shook his head reprovingly. " It often
seems to me that doctors allow professional considera-
tions to obscure their social duties/' he said weightily.
" After all, Venner was a patient of yours, and you
have met his sister. Surely it would be only courteous
to call on her, and offer your condolences."
Oldland stared at him for a moment, and then laughed.
" Better tell me straight out what you're getting at,
Priestley," he* said.
Dr. Priestley permitted himself one of his rare smiles.
" Do you agree that it would be a kind action on your
part to call on Miss Venner?" he asked.

